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boots, casque, etc.; many helmets, corselets, and steel
caps, swords and poniards without end, and about a
dozen of guns, ancient and modern. I have besides two
or three battle-axes and maces, pikes and targets, a
Highlander's accoutrement complete, a great variety of
branches of horns, pikes, bows and arrows, and the clubs
and creases of Indian tribes. Mr. Bullock promised to
give some hint about the fashion of disposing all these
matters; and now our spring is approaching, and I want
but my plans to get on. I have reason to be proud of
the finishing of my castle, for even of the tower, for
which I trembled, not a stone has been shaken by the
late terrific gale, which blew a roof clear off in the neigh-
borhood. It was lying in the road like a saddle, as Tom
Purdie expressed it. Neither has a slate been lifted,
though about two yards of slating were stripped from the
stables in the haugh, which you know were comparatively
less exposed.
I am glad to hear of Mrs. Terry's improved health
and good prospects. As for young Master Mumblecrust,
I have no doubt he will be a credit to us all.
Yours ever truly,	W. scott.
As the letters to Mr. Laidlaw did not travel by post,
but in the basket which had come laden with farm-pro-
duce for the use of the family in Edinburgh, they have
rarely any date but the day of the week. This is, how-
ever, of no consequence.
TO MR.  IiAIDLAW, KAESIDE.
"Wednesday.    [January, 1818J
dear willie, — Should the weather be rough, and
you nevertheless obliged to come to town, do not think
of riding, but take the Blucher.1 Eemember, your
health is of consequence to your family. Pray talk gen-
erally with the notables of Darnick —I mean Euther-
1 A stage-coach, so called, which ran betwixt Edinburgh and Jedburgh.

